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Chapter 1: A Spark in December
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The office smelled faintly of coffee and pine-scented candles. Clara adjusted her scarf and tapped away at her keyboard, determined to finish the year-end reports before the holiday party chaos began. Work had always been her safe place—predictable, controlled, and devoid of unnecessary drama.

That predictability shattered the moment Chris walked in.

Tall, easygoing, and wearing a grin that made Clara’s chest tighten, he carried a stack of folders and an air of confident awkwardness. “Hi! I’m Chris, the new intern,” he said, extending a hand. His voice had an easy warmth, like a favorite song you hadn’t realized you loved.

Clara shook his hand, her fingers brushing his briefly, sending a jolt she quickly tried to ignore. “Clara. Welcome to the chaos,” she said, forcing a professional smile.

From that day on, their desks were practically side by side, and Clara found herself noticing little things: the way he laughed at the copier’s quirks, how he always made sure to ask everyone about their weekend plans, and how, inexplicably, he made the long December hours feel a little brighter.

By the time the office Christmas party rolled around, Clara realized that she hadn’t just been working alongside Chris—she’d been watching, waiting, and wondering if maybe, just maybe, this holiday season would bring something more than reports and deadlines.
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Chapter 2: A Winter Connection
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The office hummed with the energy of December, but for Clara, the real excitement wasn’t in the reports or the holiday decorations—it was in Chris.

They found excuses to collaborate on projects, laughing over spreadsheets and exchanging playful banter in the break room. Clara noticed how he always seemed to show up at the right moment, whether she needed a hand with a heavy stack of files or just a smile to lift her spirits. There was something magnetic about him, and Clara could feel herself letting her guard down more and more each day.

One snowy evening, after finishing the last report before the holiday break, Chris lingered by her desk. “So... what are your New Year’s plans?” he asked casually, though his gaze lingered a little too long.

Clara hesitated, then smiled. “Honestly? Probably just catching up on sleep and maybe a little Netflix binge.”

Chris grinned. “I was thinking... maybe we could celebrate together? A quiet dinner, just the two of us?”

Her heart skipped. “That sounds... really nice.”

As the office emptied and the holiday lights twinkled around them, Clara felt a warmth that had nothing to do with the heater. She didn’t know yet that Chris held a secret bigger than the North Pole itself, but she did know one thing—she couldn’t wait to see where this connection might lead.
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Chapter 3: New Year, New Beginnings
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January arrived with crisp, sparkling snow. Clara and Chris met for their quiet dinner, full of laughter, stories, and subtle touches that lingered just a little longer than necessary.

By the time dessert arrived, Clara realized she wasn’t just enjoying a nice meal—she was falling for him. Chris, for his part, had been carefully testing the waters, making sure Clara felt the same spark he had felt since the moment he’d first walked into the office.

That night, as fireworks lit the winter sky, Chris reached for her hand. “Clara... would you... maybe... be my girlfriend?” he asked, shy but sincere.

Clara’s eyes widened, a smile spreading across her face. “I thought you’d never ask.”

And just like that, a new year began—not just with resolutions and celebrations, but with the start of a love story neither of them would forget.
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Chapter 4: A Little Holiday Magic
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The first weeks of January passed in a blur of work and quiet dates. Clara and Chris’s connection grew stronger with every shared coffee, inside joke, and lingering glance. But Chris had a secret, one he wasn’t ready to reveal—not yet.

One afternoon, as they wrapped up a project together, Chris’s phone buzzed. He glanced at it and stiffened slightly. The screen showed a name that made Clara raise an eyebrow: Mom.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

Chris smiled, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Yeah... just my mom checking in.”

He answered the call, stepping slightly away. “Hi, Mom. I’m good, really... just busy with work.”

Clara watched him, curious. His voice softened in a way she hadn’t heard before, warm and gentle. “Yes... I know I’ve been busy. I’m taking care of things... No, I haven’t forgotten about the Christmas preparations... of course I’ll make sure everything’s on track.”

Clara tilted her head. Christmas preparations? It seemed a little early for that, and there was something almost... magical in the way he spoke.

After a few minutes, he ended the call and returned to his desk, smiling at her. “Sorry about that. Mom’s just... making sure I’m doing okay.”

Clara smiled back, though a tiny spark of curiosity flickered inside her. There was something about Chris, something unusual—but for now, she pushed it aside. All that mattered was that he was hers, and the quiet magic between them was more than enough.

Unbeknownst to Clara, the call from Mrs. Claus wasn’t just a check-in—it was a gentle reminder that the magic of the North Pole had its eyes on her too. And though Chris didn’t reveal his secret yet, the enchantment of the season had already begun weaving its spell around them.
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Chapter 5: Whispers of Winter
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The city had settled into that quiet stretch of January when Christmas lights still clung to porches but the holidays felt long gone. Clara pulled her scarf tighter as she stepped out of the coffee shop. The forecast had called for clear skies, yet a flurry of delicate snowflakes drifted down—soft, glittering, and oddly warm against her skin.

When she looked up, the clouds were gone. Just a calm blue sky.

She blinked, laughing to herself. “Weird,” she murmured, brushing a melting flake from her coat.

Across the street, Chris waved, his grin bright as the midday sun. He carried two steaming cups. “Thought you might need a refill,” he said when he reached her. “Hazelnut latte, extra cinnamon, right?”

She tilted her head. “I never told you the cinnamon part.”

He shrugged with an easy smile. “Lucky guess?”

They walked side by side toward the office, conversation light and warm. At the elevator, the doors slid open before Chris even pressed the button. Clara frowned. “That’s... convenient.”

“Elevators like me,” he teased.

Later, as they wrapped up their work for the day, Clara reached for her coat. A small box, wrapped in deep red paper and tied with a silver ribbon, sat neatly on her desk. No note.

She looked around. “Chris...?”

He feigned innocence, eyes sparkling. “Must be a secret admirer.”

Inside the box lay a single snow-white ornament shaped like a heart, dusted with fine glitter that caught the light like tiny stars. It felt warm in her palm, as though it held a heartbeat of its own.

Clara smiled despite herself. Strange coincidences, sudden snow, gifts appearing out of nowhere—yet when she met Chris’s gaze, all she felt was a quiet, unshakable certainty: whatever magic was at play, she wasn’t ready to question it. Not yet.
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Chapter 6: Early Hearts
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The first week of February arrived with a cold snap that made the city sidewalks sparkle. Clara tugged her gloves tighter as she waited for Chris outside their favorite corner café. A breeze carried the faint scent of pine—strange for downtown in the dead of winter.

Chris appeared, his cheeks pink from the chill and a grin wide enough to warm her. “Sorry I’m late. Traffic lights kept turning green just as I got there.” He winked. “Almost like they knew I was in a hurry.”

They found a quiet booth by the window, steam rising from their mugs of cocoa. Snow drifted lazily outside, though the forecast had promised a clear night. Clara traced the rim of her cup, her curiosity from the past few weeks still stirring. Every time she was with him, something unusual seemed to happen—perfect timing, sudden flurries, little gifts that appeared without explanation.

Chris leaned forward, his expression suddenly serious, though his eyes sparkled with mischief. “Clara... I know Valentine’s Day is still a bit away, but I couldn’t wait.”

Her heart skipped. “Oh?”

He pulled a small envelope from his coat pocket, sealed with a waxy red heart. “Would you be my Valentine? I wanted to ask before anyone else asked my girlfriend. 

Clara felt her cheeks warm despite the cold. She opened the envelope to find a simple card: a hand-drawn heart surrounded by tiny snowflakes. The lines shimmered as though dusted with silver light.

“It’s
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